MUSSOLINIr

Next day I took a cab along the old Appian Way, full
of pot-holes, and lined with ancient tombs and broken
fragments of pious inscriptions (for the old Romans were
as polite on their tombstones as we are), and so to Lake
Nemi, which the Government had recently half-drained
in order to recover the state barge of Caligula which
legend had asserted to have been full of treasure. Legend
spoke truly in regard to the galley being there; but
legend, with its usual passion for buried treasure, had
overlooked the fact that even the maddest of rich men
would hardly keep all his valuables in a house-boat, and
all that was actually recovered with the framework of the
vessel was some tiles and a few bronze heads of animals
which were part of the decorations. But, turning from
the venerable timbers and looking at the muddy ring of
cliff which the draining had left between the lowest belt
of trees and the lake-surface, I suddenly thought: "Here
have hundreds of thousands of pounds been spent on an
enterprise which no previous Italian Government would
have undertaken. The same thing is going on at Her-
culaneum which pre-war governments refused to do
anything about, although it was far grander than
Pompeii. Everybody says: "II Duce is doing this and
II Duce is doing that. The man holds half the Cabinet
posts. I wonder how much he really knows about what
his subordinates are doing under his inspiration/* So
there was a notion as to conversation; provided, that is,
that Signor Mussolini was one of those rare eminences
who allowed conversation to be two-sided. What could
he know about his own alleged excavations when he was
looking after Earth, Sea and Air, Industry, Roads and
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